Adoo iad s}ua2 OS 
sKed 10puda ino, 
uoljeuop Aq plos 


See esnnnnennn sh * 


yOOZ HOUVIN fF YASINNN |L SIWNIOA 


SMAIN LIFULS 


uo}UuOwWIpy 





SO80-82P - epury 410 
ES8Pp-Cep - uNeYs []e9 ‘uOHeUAOZUI 104 
aiqeyieae sjdiao01 xeL "sSmaN j2a1}g UOJUOWpPJZ 
yO UO}BDI|Gqnd ay} SpaeMmo} O6 spaasoid [jv 


"SUID}I UOTIONE JUDIIS OJ ponsst oq Uk PULT 
UI S}dI9d0I XB, ‘MOTAQ Pda}SI] SIOQUINU 9} JO 9UO 1B SMAN 199. 
UOJUOWIPY 19ejU09 aseajd ‘ayqu} UOISs99UOD INO JO Spoos poyeq 
JO UOTIONG JUIIIS INO IOJ opOTIV UR dJeUOP 0} OAT] P[NoOM NoOA< JT 
9]qQe} UOISsaoUND 
‘urd y¢:9 uoKONy wOTIS 
udgo}urd; py Avy ‘Aepuy 
eyoq;y ‘uoyWuOWpA 
arenbs [[TYyoinyD UosUIAA IIS L 
Areiqry] oljqnd uojwuowpY 
aeoy, Aleiqiy 94} 0} SurW0d 






A]IUrey STOUM 9} JOJ MOYS 
AJOLIVA B UT 19Y}9S50} SWUOS 
siauojiod yeuorssoyoid 
pue Joneuwry 


~ jsonseuutAD 
jsuog jANo0g 
jeureIq josouReq 


MOAPLAS #0 JUD 94} puy 
sebe, se] JO ANowe!y 39yL 


Page 2 @ Edmonton Street News 


By Ron Maclachlan 

Probably the most salu- 
brious of Western Canada’s 
lesser-known beauty spots is 
Crescent Park in Moose Jaw, 
Saskatchewan. Only a block 
from the hustle and bustle of 
busy downtown Main Street, 
this four square block oasis 
of tranquillity provides wel- 
come interludes during the 
world of work for the city’s 
residents during the hot hazy 
days of summer and is itself 
a destination in an industrial 
city which has reinvented it- 
self as a world tourist desti- 
nation over the last decade or 
so. 

To get an idea of what 
Crescent Park is like, think 
of Edmonton’s Paul Kane 
Park (for those not familiar 
with it, it is bordered by 122 
and 123 Streets, with 102 
Avenue and the North and St. 
Peters Anglican Church on 
the South), multiply both its 
width by and length by four, 
locate it between 101 and 103 
Streets with 102 Street and 
104 Street as its Eastern and 
Western boundaries. Now 
imagine a natural creek flow- 
ing south to north through a 
12-meter deep ravine in the 
eastern quarter of the area. 
The sides of the ravine are 
covered with both Saskatch- 
ewan and imported trees, 
shrubs, and underbrush, all 
carefully tended to maintain 
a park-like appearance with- 
out seeming “artificial” The 


creek, which is spanned by 
two rustic bridges, is popu- 
lated by both tame white 
swans, and migratory wild 
ducks. 

On the flat, to the west of 
the ravine, acres of minutely 
manicured laws spread out, 
broken up by flower beds, 
rock gardens, the Cenotaph 
commemorating those who 
gave their lives in four wars 
fought by Canada, a band- 
shell recalling the days of the 
‘big band’ era of ‘swing’. In 
the northeast corner stands 
the Public Library, a master- 
ful example of the architect’s 
art and builder’s craftsman- 
ship that flourished between 
the first and second world 
wars. Western Canada’s old- 
est “aquatic leisure centre”, 
the Kinsmen Natatorium, is 
located in the southeast cor- 
ner. 

Most people today do not 
know that unemployed men 
during the Great Depression 
created this pristine beauty 
spot as a “relief” project. 

For the first thirty years of 
the twentieth century, as 
Moose Jaw boomed from 
railway town to industrial 
city, the area was probably 
the worst junkyard you could 
think of, or maybe even 
worse than any you can think 
of. 

Rotting wooden wagon 
bodies, rusting automobile 
bodies, empty wooden pack- 
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~Guest Column - Workfare works’ — 


ing cases, decaying house- 
hold garbage, and just about 
anything else not wanted by 
the throw away society the 
economic had boom created 
was dumped there. The 
banks of the ravine were 
choked by the overgrowth of 
shrubs and vegetation. The 
creek was so polluted I doubt 
a Japanese river carp could 
have survived in it. It is even 
said that “night soil” (human 
waste) was dumped in the 
area. 

Then came the stock mar- 
ket crash of 1929. Suddenly 
business activity ceased to 
exist; throwing 25% of Cana- 
da’s work force was unem- 
ployed. The social safety net 
consisted mostly of the char- 
ity of the churches or was 
administered through mu- 
nicipalities. Often only fami- 
lies without an “able bodied 
man” in the household could 
obtain “relief’. Men were 
expected to work, even when 
there was no work to do. 
Thousands of men left their 
families to become hobos 
just so their wives and fami- 
lies could obtain food from 
local relief committees. 

Then the Government of 
Canada stepped in, providing 
money to municipalities for 
“relief” to men who “worked 





for it”. The idea had some- 
thing to do with the idea of 
“the dignity of labour”. 

In many municipalities 
these “relief gangs” dug 
holes in the morning, then put 
the dirt back into them in the 
afternoon, day in and day out, 
or moved rocks from one 
field to another. One contem- 
porary writer described these 
“boondoggles” as a joke. 
Moose Jaw had a better idea. 

At the time, Moose Jaw’s 
parks and recreation director 
had completed several 
courses in landscape archi- 
tecture. He proposed using 
the relief money to pay men 
to transform an eyesore into 
an asset. 

For months up to 100 men 
a day (my grandfather in- 
cluded) pulled weeds, re- 
moved underbrush, pruned 
trees, removed garbage, 
cleaned trash out of the creek, 
spread topsoil, dug flower 
beds and built rock gardens, 
constructed gravel and con- 
crete walkways, and installed 
park benches, being paid the 
princely sum of 25 cents a 
day plus a meal ticket. They 
did their work so well that 
with ordinary gardening and 
landscape maintenance, the 
park remained as they built 
it until it was renovated about 


15 years ago, when, among 
other things, a natural out- 
door amphitheatre was con- 
structed on one bank of the 
ravine. 

So what does this have to 
do with “workfare” which 
today’s social engineers de- 
cry as a violation of the indi- 
vidual’s “right” to welfare. 

The answer is simply this: 
society does not “owe” any- 
body a living. We all owe the 
world a life. A mature soci- 
ety will ensure that those 
who, through no fault of their 
own, cannot provide them- 
selves with the necessities of 
life will be provided for. At 
the same time societies have 
every right to ask those sup- 
ported by the community to 
contribute something to the 
community, to the extent that 
they are able. It may not be 
as ambitious a project as cre- 
ating a world class landscape 
garden from a junkyard, but 
cleaning the litter off our 
streets, painting community 
league buildings and the 
boards around outdoor skat- 
ing rinks, pushing elderly 
patients in wheelchairs to the 
park from nursing homes, or 
doing any of a thousand other 
things that are “nice to have 
done” but don’t necessarily 
“need to be done”. 


Slavery was workfare, too 


By Linda Dumont 


Workfare definitely works 
if you are looking at the 
production end of things. Just 
think about all the cheap 
labour our city could have if 
everyone on welfare were 
required to do workfare in 
order to collect their cheques. 
We could have clean streets 
and nice parks - just like 
Crescent Park - perhaps even 
bigger and more elaborate. 
They would stand as 
memorials to all the man and 
woman and child hours 
(children should be taught the 
value of work) of labour 
required at the hands of those 
on welfare. 

And just think of the 


government savings on social 
services. Anybody not 
willing to do his or her share 
of the work could be cut off, 
then required to do extra 
hours to prove his or her 
worth to be re-instated on a 
trial basis. Those that 
couldn’t measure up are just 
a drain on the system 
anyway. 

Workfare really worked 
well in the United States for 
the plantation owners of the 
south. They had booming 
businesses going, with 
workfare in the cotton fields 
and at all other manual labour 
jobs. For some reason, 
President Lincoln objected, 


maybe out of jealousy 
because he didn’t have 
anybody on _ workfare 
cleaning his house in 
exchange for a place to stay 
and food, so he decided it 
wasn’t right to force people 
to work in order to survive. 
Slavery was abolished. 

But, it really works - of 
course that’s depending upon 
whether you just happen to be 
the plantation owner or the 
taxpayer in Edmonton or 
Moose Jaw who reaps the 
profits of all that labour, or 
the slave doing the workfare 
in order to survive. 

In the end, it’s all in your 
point of view. 
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Mural from the Fortess is a symbol of hope 


Story and photos by Linda Dumont 


A\ll that remains of the notorious fortified drug 
house known as The Fortress is a seven foot by 
11-foot mural mounted outside Alex Taylor 
School at 9321-Jasper Avenue, now the offices 
of the Edmonton City Centre Church Corpora- 
tion (ECCCC) and another smaller mural hung 
in the hallway of the school. The larger mural, 
painted in mixed media directly onto the foot- 
thick, cement, inner wall of the Fortress, was un- 
veiled Jan. 28 2004. 

The Fortress and the Twin Fortress were the 
head of a ring or fortified drug houses in the in- 
ner city during the 80s’ and early 90s’. The For- 
tress had 12’ thick cement walls on the main floor, 
barred windows, and steel doors reinforced with 
metal bars. 

Dale Ferris, who was a taxi driver, said, “When 
I was driving cab, I’d drop off so many people it 
was unbelievable. I’d love it — the meter would 
be ticking while they went to get their stuff. The 
most I ever made was $40 off a trip to the For- 
tress when a guy ran in. The meeter just kept tick- 
ing. Sometimes I’d get buyers that came in and 
brought their stuff with them, mostly cocaine, 
Tylenol 3’s and 4’s, moccasin and grays.” 

Aaron Bishop also remembers the Fortress 
and the Twin Fortress. He said, “They sold 
homemade wine at the right side basement door. 
They’d pass it to you. It cost $5 a bottle- it was 
powerful stuff laced with drugs.” 

Glen Dumont remembers going to the Fortress 
with his late cousin Dolly. “We put the money in 
a slot and they passed out the syringe already 
loaded.” Glen also remembers Tim Wong who 
was sent to the forensic unit of Alberta hospital 
after he was shot resisting arrest. “Tim used to 
sell cocaine to Avery (Broadbent- the manager of 
the Fortress). Wong had a number of houses he 
rented out. He used to come over and bring co- 
caine and opium with him. I was the tester. He 
said ‘If Glen says it’s good, it’s good.’ Some of 
the tenants sold drugs from the houses.” His late 
brother was one of those tenants. 

An underground tunnel through which money 
and drugs could be passed connected the Fortress 
and the Twin Fortress. The Twin Fortress was also 
rented out, sometimes even to families with chil- 
dren. One of the women who bought cocaine at 
the Fortress said she saw a woman shooting up 
with her two children with her. “It turned me off 
drugs,” the woman said. 

The Twin Fortress burned down in 1991, leav- 
ing an empty lot next door to the remaining For- 
tress, which continued to operate for another two 
years. 

In 1993, through community efforts, the po- 
lice and the city, the Fortress was finally shut 
down. The owner had contravened a city bylaw 
by adding on a porch constructed of slabs of ce- 
ment. And enough pressure was put on the mayor 
that Mayor Reimer cut off power and water to 
the house. To prevent other fortified drug houses 
from opening, councillor Judy Bethel brought 
forth legislation to prohibit building on 12” thick 
concrete walls inside a house. 





The mural was painted directly onto | 
the one foot thick cement wall. 
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“They sold homemade wine at the 
right side basement door - it was 
powerful stuff laced with drugs.” 

Aaron Bishop 


“We put our money in a slot and they 
passed out a syringe already 
loaded.” 
Glen Dumont 








Glen Dumont 


August 17 1993, police raided the Fortressand 
that fall it was finally closed. 


Police also raided manager Avery Broadbent’s 
home in Londonderry and enough drugs were found 
to send him to jail. While he was doing time, the 
Fortress was rented out to become a drop-in and 
resource centre for women and transgendered in- 
dividuals in the sex trade. Kindred House, a pro- 
gram of the Boyle McCauley Health Centre, opened 
late in Nov.1994. The cement porch was removed, 
some of the windows were enlarged, and the inside 
walls were painted. 

Artist Eugene Demas was commissioned to paint 
murals as part of an employment program with the 
YMCA. He painted three murals, the largest, a por- 
trait of an Aboriginal woman against a backdrop 
of mountains and a starry sky with a bright blue 
zigzag border, was painted directly onto an interior 
cement wall. Another smaller painting of a danc- 
ing woman was painted on drywall, and a third mu- 
ral, which was destroyed during the demolition, was 
painted on a stairwell. 

Kindred House was evicted from the Fortress 
in 1997 by Broadbent’s son who also raised the rent 
to $600 per month. Kate Quinn, executive director 
of the Prostitution Action and Awareness Founda- 
tion of Edmonton, said they tried to deal with him, 
but he was adamant, and served them with three 
months’ notice. Kindred House was without a place 
for several months before they moved into their 
current address on Jasper Avenue and 96 street. It 
was hard to find a place because of the ‘not in my 
back yard’ attitude. 

Broadbent was unable to rent out the house. It 
stood empty until ECCCC purchased the Fortress 
and the empty lot next door in 2001 for transitional 
housing as part of the Edmonton Plan on Home- 
lessness. 

ECCC demolished the Fortress to make way 
for the Crossroads Duplex with space for 15 resi- 
dents, but not before rescuing two of Demas’s paint- 
ings. 

“We wanted to save the murals, not only to share 
the exceptional painting skills of an inner-city Abo- 
riginal artist, but as a tribute to the human spirit; 
even ina place that has seen indescribable evil, art 
and beauty can grow,” said Martin Garber-C onrad, 
director of ECCCC. 

Concrete saws and a crane were needed to de- 
tach and hoist the larger-than-life portrait fused onto 
the two-ton block of concrete that was part of the 
main floor security wall of the Fortress. The dancer 
on drywall was easier to move, but more fragile. 

Both murals were faded, cracked and rough- 
edged. Eugene Demas could not be located. An- 
other artist, Christine Frost, undertook the neces- 
sary renovations. The dancer was framed and 
mounted and hung inside Alex Taylor School. The 
other larger mural was put into storage until it could 
be properly prepared. It was a difficult job. Pilings 
had to be put into the ground to support weight of 
the mural, but it was considered worth the cost be- 
cause the mural has meaning for the community. 

“I’m deeply, deeply thankful the two murals 
were saved,” said Quinn. “I know reclaiming the 
work cost a lot of money and it certainly wasn’t’ 
easy to do.” More on mural - page 7 
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Welcome to Canada? racts about immigration 


By Jim Gurnett 


You’ve probably heard these comments 
over coffee more than once: “All those people 
come here and take jobs away from us.” “Our rules 
are so slack we’ve become a conduit for criminals 
and terrorists to move through on missions to 
overthrow democratic governments and kill 
innocent people.” “If they’re going to live here 
then they should live like us, not keep all their 
strange ways of eating and behaving.” And 
perhaps most commonly: “Why should my tax 
dollars be used so people can come here and get 
looked after by the government?” 

It’s time we learned the facts. 

Facts: Immigrants are not taking jobs from 


Canadians. In Alberta, the unemployment rate of 


about 4% means that pretty well anyone who 
wants a job can have one. In ten years, with aging 
baby boomers retiring and continuing low birth 
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Edmonton Emergency Church Shelters: 
The Well-Meaning Cover For Government Neglect 


People who opposed the Strathcona 
church emergency shelters are concerned about 
having a perennial emergency shelter in their resi- 
dential neighbourhood are asking: why is this nec- 
essary? The parishioners of Strathcona churches 
have paid three times to accommodate the home- 
less. First, they join with all Canadians who have 
contributed in excess of $20 million to the City of 
Edmonton's Housing Trust Fund to supposedly shel- 

,ter the homeless, but who did not, over four years, 
provide one additional square inch of emergency 
shelter floor space to address the most basic hu- 
man shelter need. Next, parishioners pay through 
‘donations to support their church, which is then of- 
fered graciously at no charge to shelter the home- 
less. Finally, they and other Edmontonians pay 
$1,500 per day to the private contractor who runs 
the shelter with three paid employees. The charity 
comes from the church and volunteers, though ap- 
parently not from the contractor who operates the 
church as a shelter. After all, why should it cost $50 
per person, per night, to shelter people on floor mats, 
no less, when the floor itself is free? Residents want 
to know: why did $20 million not provide for this 
-basic shelter space in a proper building, in an area 
zoned for shelter use? 
: Questioning mismanagement and waste of 
valuable public resources is necessary when so 
many homeless people in Edmonton have still not 
yet been helped, given the millions in government 
funds that have been spent in Edmonton alone. 
Nationally, $1.1 billion has been spent over four years 
‘in efforts to shelter the homeless, yet Edmonton and 
other Canadian cities added very little, if any, addi- 
tional emergency shelter space over this same four 
year period, and practically no independent living 
homes.: Where did the money go? 


495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 


rates, every new job in Canada will depend on 
immigrants. 

Without immigrants there will be no one 
to ensure our comfortable standard of living can 
continue, as thre will be an insufficient number of 
people to fill all those unattractive service jobs. 
Even now in several cities and provinces there 
would be negative growth if not for immigration. 
Immigrants coming to Canada today are generally 
better educated and more qualified than Canadians 
of comparable ages yet are living for longer times 
in poverty, trapped in unskilled jobs that erode their 
dignity and waste their skills. 

Facts: It is very difficult to get into Canada. 
It requires years of work and waiting and being 
investigated. Out of millions of immigrants who 
have come to Canada in the past decade you can 
count on your fingers those about whom there has 
been any actual evidence of links to terrorism. The 
percentage of immigrants in Canadian prisons is 
half what their percentage is in the population. 

And so it goes. There are many 
misconceptions about those who come to Canada 
and seldom do we make the effort to correct them. 
This is a disservice to newcomers and decreases 
the likelihood of people relocating to Canada 
getting a fair chance to build successful new lives. 

One of the most unfair of the myths is that 
immigrants are a financial drag on the rest of us, 
that our tax dollars are being squandered to let 
immigrants enjoy a pampered life. The fact is that 
Citizenship and Immigration Canada, the 
department that provides services for newcomers, 
is a source of income for the government. The fees 
paid each year to immigrate to Canada are tens of 
millions of dollars more than the amount spent to 
provide services to immigrants. For the past seven 
years the budget of CIC has been frozen even 
though the number of people and the cost of 
providing services continues to go up. Immigrants 
are a net source of revenue for the government, 
not a drain— even before they begin contributing 
their own tax dollars. 

Now there is an effort underway to 
encourage the government to no longer require a 
$550 processing fee from two small groups of 
immigrants for whom htat is a major expense. 

Some people come to Canada and make 
the claim to be refugees once they are here. They 
say it would be dangerous for them to return to 


their own country. When they make such a claim 
they go through a thorough investigation. If it is 
agreed they are legitimate refugees, they have 180 
days to pay the $550 fee to receive landed 
immigrant status. Often these people are dealing 
with severe trauma that can make employment 
difficult, but if they don’t manage to come up with 
the fee they will live in a grey area that denies them 
the right to travel or sponsor family members in 
danger in their country of origin, apply for loans 
or even vote. 

This is one group that should have the 
requirement to pay the processing fee waived. 

The second group involves a person who 
has come to Canada as a visitor or a student and 
entered a relationship with a Canadian that lead to 
him or her being sponsored as a partner of the 
Canadian. These people are entirely reliant on the 
partner to be able to qualify for immigrant status. 
If the relationship becomes abusive the person is 
very vulnerable. Their fears can be even greater if 
children are involved. To be able to leave the 
relationship without also having to give up the 
chance to apply to be an immigrant, a person needs 
to pay the same $550 processing fee. This 
discourages people acting to find safety and leaving 
the abusive relationship. 

This is the second group what should have 
the requirement to pay the processing fee waived. 

The government will continue to make far 
more money from applicants for immigration than 
it spends to assist them even if both these groups 
were exempted from paying the processing fee. If 
you think it would be fair and compassionate for 
Canada to quit charging the fee for these people, 
you can sign a card— and encourage others to sign 
too. Cards are available at Edmonton Mennonite 
Centre for Newcomers (EMCN) (101, 10010-107A 
Avenue or phone 423-9675). The cards are 
addressed to Prime Minister Paul Martin but please 
do NOT mail them directly. Return signed cards to 
EMCN. Groups across Canada are collecting the 
cards so they can be presented together to the 
government. 

There are many myths about immigrants 
that need to be corrected. But this is one small 
action that can make a difference in the lives of 
some of these people so vitally important to the 
health of our community in the years ahead. 


Casual labour woes - Car wash roof collapses 


By Jeff Newfeld 


On Feb. 11, 2004 I was washing cars at the Minute Carwash on 116 Street and Jasper Avenue 
when the roof of the new structure collapsed. I had just finished washing Mayor Bill Smith’s SUV 
(with its personalized license plates and all) when this tall guy started screaming, “You get out of the 


building now!” 


It was the owner. At the time I thought I was being fired, so with wet clothes I had to stand out- 
side for an hour in minus four degree weather wearing frozen jeans. 

Damon, an employee of the Bissell Centre casual labour office, had sent me to the car wash. I 
needed money because my landlord wanted to evict me. 

I shouldn’t even have been working because of the injuries I sustained when this guy beat me up 
with a bat in November. I had, in fact, asked to go home after working three hours. Terry, the fore- 
man, told me to keep on working. “I’Il let you go when I can.’ I was in the window where customers 
can watch you wash their cars. All of a sudden, the roof collapsed! 





tt 


Saturday Jan. 31, I spent 
a few hours with the Man 
Down Hope Mission ministry 
van. It is actually a retired 
ambulance that runs without 
the use of a siren or flashing 
lights. In addition to 
responding to ‘man down’ 
calls that do not require 
emergency medical attention, 
and transporting the person to 
acare facility where he or she 
will be safe for the night, the 
van provides space for 
ministry, and for homeless 
people to come in, warm up, 
and talk. 

Stauffer, the driver of the 
van, said that looking like an 
ambulance gives them a little 
more recognition in heavy 


traffic situations, and 
explained, “We’re going to 
get amber lights.” 


He has a pager that beeps 
when the van is needed to 





respond to a non-medical 
emergency call from 
Emergency Medical 
Services (EMS). He received 
a call just after I climbed in, 
and we were off to St. Peter’s 
Evangelical Lutheran 
Church where they were 
asked to pick up a man who 
needed to be taken to a safe 
place. 

When we arrived, there 
was an ambulance, first on 
the scene, outside with lights 
flashing. Inside, the young 
man, who was under the 
influence of alcohol, said he 
didn’t want to go to the 
Spady Centre or the 
warming centre, which was 
open that night. He just 
wanted a ride home. Russ 
told him they couldn’t 
comply as they had to take 
him to a care facility with 
trained staff. 


Chino Bernard 
stands on the 
sidewalk outside 
of Chapters on 
Whyte Avenue, 
one of the ususal 
stops for the 
Hope Mission 
Ministry van. 


Pastor Neil Otke stepped 
in and offered to give the man 
a ride home. 

Russ received another call, 
this time from the George 
Spady Centre to transfer a 
man to the warming centre, 
which was open that night. 
The George Spady Centre is 
a shelter for men and women 
under the influence of alcohol 
or drugs. The man in question 
had been barred out of the 
Spady, but because of the 
extreme cold and his limited 
mobility (he walked with the 
aid of two canes, he needed a 
ride). 

While Russ drove, Jeremy 
spoke with the man in the 
back of the van, and the man 
talked about his family in 
Mexico. At the warming 
centre, Russ and Jeremy 
made sure he was safely 
inside before driving away. 
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An evening with the Hope Mission Ministry Van 


Story and photo by Linda Dumont 


Just up the street, they 
stopped the van to pray. 
Jeremy explained that they 
are not medical personnel, 
but ministry personnel. They 
receive four or five calls a 
night from EMS. It takes 
from a half-hour to 45 
minutes to respond to each 
call, but the rest of the time 
they can do what they want 
as far as ministry as long as 
they are on call. 

Jeremy said. “We’ve seen 
some transformations and 
it’s been phenomenal. Some 
are just down and out, but a 
lot have chosen the street 
life. We want to see them 
come out of that and get into 
a relationship with God.” 

While Russ drove, Jeremy 
kept a record of the EMS 
calls for the city as well as a 
record of the ministry 
opportunities for their 
personal use. 

Their next stop was the 
Citadel Theatre. Jeremy said, 
“The Citadel is definitely a 
hot spot. They are_really 
good - they allow homeless 
people to come in.” 

At the Citadel, a group of 
homeless people was seated 
on a bench among the palm 
trees. One of the men asked 
for a sandwich, and Jeremy 
and Russ handed out bag 
lunches. 

The security guard at the 
Citadel said they have ten to 
15 regulars who hang around 
the theatre. “As long as they 
don’t drink, smoke or sleep 
it’s OK. This is a public place 
where people are free to sit 
around.” 

One of the group, a man 
they called Frankie, had a 
gauze bandage taped on one 
side of his forehead and his 
other eyebrow was puffed up 
with a nasty looking cut 


oozing blood. His friends 
said he had been at the 
hospital earlier, then taken 
another fall. They were very 
concerned because he is 
“severely diabetic”. 

Russ called for an 
ambulance, but when the 
ambulance arrived, Frankie 
didn’t want to go. One of the 
ambulance personnel said, 
“He probably won’t get 
treated very well at the Royal 
Alex. It’s the busiest ER in 
Canada.” That meant a long 
wait to see a doctor. After 
some prodding from his 
friends, Frankie reluctantly 
conceded and went with the 
ambulance. 

We were just about to 
leave, when one of the guards 
asked for an assessment on 
an intoxicated man in another 
section of the Citadel. The 
man was brought to the van 
and driven to the Spady 
Centre. 

Before continuing on their 
route, Russ and Jeremy 


_, stopped at the Herb Jamieson 


Centre to pick up some more 
bag lunches. They had 
started out with 35 and had 
only five left. Russ said they 
could use many more lunches 
if people could donate them. 

The next stop was a Tim 
Horton’s on Jasper Avenue, 
then on the to the Cental LRT 
Station. These were stops 
where homeless youth were 
hanging out. A few got into 
the van and talked while they 
had lunch. 

After I left the van, Russ 
and Jeremy planned on a visit 
to the Corona LRT Station 
where people sleep on the 
heated steps, then to see 
some people living in a tent 
near the river before 
checking out homeless 
people in Old Strathcona. 


Earn money 


Sign up today! 
Sell 


Edmonton Street 


News 


Call 428-0805 for information or 
to get papers 
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The South Side solution 


By Linda Dumont 


Terry Kettleson is a 
woman who loves her job. 
Ask any homeless person or 


panhandler on Whyte Avenue j 


where Terry is, and they not 


only know who you are talk- | 
ing about, but have a pretty [i 
good idea where she will be 


hanging out. 
Terry was hired by the Old 
Strathcona Area Community 


Council (OSAC) as an 
outreach worker on July 21, 
2003. OSAC represents 
churches, community 


leagues, the old Strathcoan 


foundation and the business | 
association. They meet the | 


second Tuesday of every | 


month. The aggressive 
panhandlers along Whyte 
Avenue were always an issue. 
To address the problem, 
OSAC approached the Boyle 
Street Co-op and developed a 
position for an outreach 
worker. 

“T don’t think anyone 
knew how it would work,” 
said Kettleson. “My long term 
objective is to create a 
happier,healthier community 
for everyone. I was very for- 
tunate in that I could develop 
the program the way I 
wanted.” 

Kettleson, who previously 
worked at the Bissell Centre, 
said she recognized many of 
the individuals on the street. 
I really like the Whyte Av- 


‘Dexter Janvier (Lonefeather) is one of the homeless people who lives 





in Old Strathcona. He sleeps between apartment buildings. 


enue guys They do, within 
their means aside from 
addicitons, have a great re- 
spect for Whyte Avenue.” 
She said the cultural gap 
was a barrier. “That’s where 
I came into the picture and 
explained the dynamics of a 
street person and what they 
are facing. These people 
didn’t grow up and say ‘I 
choose to bea bum’. A lot 
of the businesses already 
had a relationship with some 
of the guys on the street.” 
When she handed out her 
business cards, a common 


theme was “they are making 
it bad for our business”. To 
help with this, Kettleson 
works with the individuals 
and talks about manners and 
etiquette. 

“I explain to them and to 
the businesses that they are in 
a ‘hot spot’. They are not tar- 
geting the buisness. It’s a 
unique community. It’s so 
multi-culutreal, very ecclectic 
people, starving students, and 
elderly people where it’s the 
Christian thing to do.” 

In her work Kettleson sup- 
ports, advocates, assists, and 


On Groundhog day the Prime Minister spoke 


The One Percent Solution project, 
Toronto Disaster Relief Committee 


“Paul Martin stepped 
out of 24 Sussex this 
morning on Groundhog Day 
and got spooked by the 
shadow of the $100 billion 
in tax cuts that he made as 
finance minister,” says 
Michael Shapcott, Co-Chair 
of the National Housing and 
Homelessness Network. “He 
thinks that big tax cuts to 
wealthy individuals and 
corporations are more 
important than affordable 
homes. So, he has ducked 
back under cover without 
offering any help to the 


The first Speech from 
the Throne from Prime 
Minister Paul Martin offers 
nothing new for the one-in- 
five Canadian households 
suffering from a nation-wide 
housing crisis and 
homelessness disaster. 
Housing and homelessness 
hardly even rates a mention. 
Fourteen years after Paul 
Martin headed a housing task 
force that called for a renewed 
national housing strategy, he 
has once again failed to follow 
through on his promise. 


millions of low-income 
tenants and hundreds of 
thousands of homeless 
people shivering through a 
bitter winter.” 

In November of 
2001, the federal government 


signed the Affordable 
Housing Framework 
Agreement with the 


provinces and territories then 
added more money in the 
2003 federal budget. “We 
fought hard to win a promise 
from the federal government 
to spend $1 billion over five 
years for new affordable 
housing,” says Shapcott. 


finds homes. She tries to re- 
locate the people to the east 
end or the west end rather 
than the inner city which she 
said is a ‘hot bed for drug 
problems and slum land- 
lords.’ 

The first thing she does 
if the person is homeless is 
an assessment to find out if 
there is mental illness, what 
the person’s history is, and 
what supports they have. 

Kettleson said 67 per cent 
of the people she works with 
have a mental illness or dis- 
ability and/or addictions. If 


“But the feds have failed to 
deliver even on that modest 
commitment. To date, they 
have only spent $88 million 
- less than 9%. 

“The best that the 
Prime Minister can offer is 
a weak promise to try to 
meet the meager 
commitments already 
made,” says Shapcott. “The 
National Housing and 
Homelessness Network is 
calling on the federal 
government to commit to 
the One Percent Solution, 
which is $2 billion annually 
for new truly affordable 


needed, she refers them to a 
mental health worker, then as- 
sesses the physical needs for 
food, shelter and clothing. 
She said that on Whyte Av- 
enue food isn’t really an issue. 
St. Anthony’s hands out sand- 
wiches from 11 a.m. to 2 p.m., 
Funky Pickle and Pizzarama 
give out free pizza. 
Kettleson, with help from 
Bearclaw, one of the southside 
homeless, did a count of 


homeless adults on Whyte Av- 


enue in Sept. 2003. They 
found that out of a total of 75 
homeless people, 40 were 
transitioning from the north 
side, going back and forth, and 
the rest will not go to the in- 
ner city. 

Chino Bernard is one of the 
permanent Whyte Avenue 
residents. He used to hang out 
on the drag along 96th Street, 
but six months ago he moved 
to Whyte Avenue. Although 
he is homeless, he prefers to 
live on the south side. 

“1 don’t like the north side. 
People really see you down 
here,” he said. 

Kettleson has succeeded in 
finding homes for 21 people 
since her job started. Since 
then one has passed away. “I 
guess it’s a success. I was told 
by one of the Old Strathcona 
Business Association mem- 
bers that if I placed three it 
would be a success,” she said. 


housing. Martin’s Throne 
Speech says that ‘the 
Government will help 
communities to help 
themselves’. Self-help seems 
to be the only option as 
Martin’s government is 
offering no help.” 

In June 2003, TD 
Economics issued a report on 
affordable housing which 
called housing “one of 
Canada’s most pressing 
public policy issues”. TD 
noted: “After ten years of 
economic expansion, one in 
five Canadian households is 
still unable to afford 
acceptable shelter.” 





Seniors unite for change 


By Cec Garfin 


There are 323,000 seniors in Alberta over 65 years of age. If you 
count those over 55, there are 550,000. 


Seniors United Now (SUN) started April 23, 
2003 when 700 people attended a meeting to de- 
cide what should be done to influence the Alberta 
government to reinstate seniors’ benefits that have 
been steadily eroded since 1991. The Edmonton 
group covers all seniors from Red Deer north and 
a group set up in Grande Prairie to organize the 
seniors in northern Alberta. Southern Alberta is 
being organized by a group in Calgary, the coali- 
tion of Seniors Advocates Association (COSA). 

There are 323,000 seniors over 65 years old in 
Alberta, and if we include those over 55 the total 
becomes 550,000. In 1991 every senior received 
$2,500 per year in basic benefits which included 
$1,000 to help pay municipal taxes, free health 
care premiums and $480 per year for regular den- 
tal care. In addition they received help with hear- 
ing aids, glasses, dentures and many other ben- 


Fortress site healed 
through prayer 


Continued from page 3 

Before the two houses from Griesbach 
were moved in as the Crossroads Duplex, 
Quinn called together a group of people for 
a ceremony to heal the ground in prepara- 
tion for its new role. 


In a reflection read at the ceremony, one 


person who survived the Fortress and the 
streets said, “For many people the Fortress 
and the Twin Fortress harbour a lot of bad 
memories. You could always feel the evil that 
lived within the houses, but yet many of us 
returned time and time again to buy dope and 
to do dope. Soonn on this siten there will be 
a place of hope, peace and new opportuni- 
ties for many, exactly the opposite of what 
the Fortresses stood for and meant in their 
day.” 

During the ceremony, the ground was 
smudged and Pastors Faith Brace and Marion 
Garneau prayed over the site, then each per- 
son was handed a palm branch and asked to 
use it to sprinkle water on the site to prepare 
it for it’s new role as the Crossroads Duplex. 

At the unveiling ceremony for the mural, 
Kourch Chan, manager of Crossroads, said, 
“Close to half the people who leave Cross- 
roads are done with prostitution, and close 
to a third are leaving to a better place. For 
this particular population, these are excel- 
lent results.” 

Linda Wedman, director of Art and De- 
sign in Public Places, said of the mural, 
“Given its location and that point in history 
in which it was created, I saw it as important 
and I thought it was a well executed com- 
munity mural. We’ll put it on our map, so 
people can look forward to seeing it within 
the context of our public art.” 
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efits. 

In 1994, seniors, along with teachers, nurses, 
government employees, etc. agreed to accept 
cuts in order to put Alberta’s financial house in 
order. Since then, all but the seniors have had 
their cuts restored. The reason for this is that 
the other groups speak to the government with 
numbers behind them to present a strong untied 
voice. 

For anyone wanting more information or to 
join SUN, call (780) 449-1816 or fax (780) 449- 
1475. Website — seniorsunitednow.ca, email 
unitenow(@telus.net. Membership in Edmonton 
area is at 4,475. To become a member, there is a 
one-time fee of $10. 

The first annual general meeting will be held 
at the Ramada Inn, 11834-Kingsway Avenue, 
Edmonton, March 31 starting at 10 a.m. 





Allen washes windows to pay for a 
room at the Strathcona Hotel. 


Psalm 88 - the Edmonton Remand Centre 


By Natasha Laurence 

Sometimes when he came to visit, he would read his favourite psalm - 
psalm 88. Pulling a ragged paper-back Bible out of his pocket he would 
begin in a slow, deliberate voice, his head bent over the book, his eyes 
squinting down on the page: “Lord God, my Saviour, I cry out all day and at 
night I come before you. Hear my prayer; listen to my cry for help!” It was 
hard not to notice his hands as he ran his finger along the tiny lines of 
print - dirty, calloused, swollen from fighting. “So many troubles have 
fallen on me that I am close to death. I am like all the others who are 
about to die; all my strength is gone.” His long black hair fell over his 
face and the smell drifted up from his clothing - unwashed, slept in for 
days, every fibre ground through with dirt and blood and alcohol. “I am 
abandoned among the dead; I am like the slain lying in their graves, whom 
you have forgotten completely, who are beyond your help. You have thrown me 
into the depths of the tomb.” Here, usually, he would pause and sigh, “into 
the darkest and deepest pit.” 

He had discovered this psalm in the Remand Centre, a place he spent 
quite a bit of time. Always he would call and leave messages: “Did you go 
to church on Sunday? Are you looking after your kids?” Once he told me 
when he looked down from the fourth floor window in the morning at all of 
us going to work, he thought how much he wished he could live like we did, 
hold down a job, raise a family, but he didn’t know how. “Your anger lies 
heavy on me, and I am crushed beneath it’s waves. You have caused my 
friends to abandon me; you have made me repulsive to them.” “This is true,” 
he would say at this point, “this is so true.” 

“I am closed in and cannot escape; my eyes are weak from suffering. 
Lord, every day I call to you, and lift up my hands to you in prayer! Do 
you perform miracles for the dead? Do they rise up and praise you? Is your 
constant love spoken of in the grave, or your faithfulness in the place of 
destruction?” Off and on he believed that when he got out of jail he would 
work in a church, sweeping the floor. He would keep the church clean and 
they would give him a place to stay, but he was never sober long enough. 
Everytime he was released back on to the street with nothing but the 
clothes he’d been arrested in he ran into people he knew and it started all 
over again. “Are your miracles seen in that place of darkness, or your 
goodness in that land of doom? Lord, I call to you for help; every morning 
I pray to you. Why do you reject me, Lord? Why do you hide yourself from 
me? Ever since I was young I have suffered and been near death; I am worn 
out from the burden of your punishments. Your furious anger rolls over me; 
your terrible attacks destroy me. All day long they surround me like a 
flood; they close in on me from all sides. You have made even my closest 
friends abandon me. Darkness is the only companion I have left.” 
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How to survive on AISH- A Beginners Guide 


By Aileen Dorosh 


e HOUSING 

1. Live with your parents, uncles/aunts, siblings, kids, nephews/ 
nieces, friends. 

2. Live in subsidized housing. 

3. Have a roommate, split the rent. 

4. Get married/move in with your significant other and split the 
rent. 

e FOOD 

5. Eat in soup kitchens. 

6. Use food banks. 

7. Eat free samples wherever they are being given out. 

8. Shop at Costco. Failing that, Superstore. Alternatively, use 
your Safeway Club and Save On Foods discount cards. 

9. Buy generic or no name brands. 

10. Buy short-dated perishable products when they are on sale. 

11. Stock up on things when they are on sale and freeze 
perishables. 

12. Get Married. Live with your significant other, have a 
roommate. Two can eat as cheaply as one. 

13. Go ona diet. 

14. Drink a lot of Slimfast. 

15. Eat only when you are hungry, and learn to tolerate hunger 
pangs. 

16. Become a vegetarian - think of all the animals you will be 
saving. 


e PERSONAL CARE 

17. Don’t use shaving cream. Ivory hand soap works just as 
well 

18. Buy an electric razor - razor blades will set you back a 
fortune over 40 years. 

19. Shower only once a week, save water and soap. Even 
greater savings will be realized if you shower with your 
significant other. 

20. Don’t sweat - save on deodorant. 

21. Use baking soda as a deodorant. 

22. Buy personal care products at the dollar store. Not hair 
cares products- you can’t afford medicine to treat sores in 
your scalp. 

23. Become a practice patient for dental students, massage 
therapy students, hairdressing students. 

24. Volunteer for medical research. 


e CLOTHING 

25. Find a rich friend who wears the same sizes as you and who 
gives clothes away. 

26. Shop at Thrift Shops/Value Village/ Goodwill. 

27. Buy seasonal clothing at end of season sales. It will keep 
until next year. 

28. Store brands are just as warm, and just as durable, as 
designer labels. 

29. Avoid the expense of clothes - join a nudist colony. 


e HOME FURNISHINGS, HOUSEHOLD SUPPLIES, 
HOME CARE 

30. Scrounge for furniture. Check apartment bulletin boards for 
people moving out having furniture to give away. Check 
behind apartment building for salvageable discarded 
furniture. 

31. Refurbish the furniture you have salvaged using tools 
bought from the dollar store. 

32. If you must buy new, buy quality. You can’t afford to be 
replacing things that don’t last. 

33. Live Japanese style - sit on rugs on the floor and avoid the 
need for furniture. 

34. Who needs a bed? Sleep on the floor 

35. Scrubbing floors on hands and knees is cheaper than 
replacing Swiffer Wetjet solution. 

36. Borrow you apartment building’s vacuum cleaner. You may 
have to be nice to the caretaker. 

37. Check out the laundromats in your area and use the 
cheapest ones. 

38. Always wash full loads. 

39. One dryer will dry several washer loads. Better yet, use a 
clothesline. 

40. Use generic or dollar store cleaning supplies. 

41. Buy towels, bedding, dishes, and cutlery at Army and Navy. 
It’s even cheaper than Wal-Mart. 

42. Curtains from Zellers provide just as much privacy as 
designer blinds. 

43. Do not use catalogue pages as bathroom tissue. They clog 
the toilet, and plumbers charge big bucks. 


e UTILITIES/ ENTERTAINMENT 

44. Low wattage fluorescent light bulbs cost $8.46 at Wal-Mart 
for a package of two. Each bulb will save you $74 over its 
10,000-hour lifetime compared to an incandescent bulb. 

45. Get rid of the stove and use countertop appliances. They 
cook just as well and use less energy. 

46. Turn off all the lights except the one you are actually using. 

47. Use solar powered lights wherever you can. They are cheap 
and frequently on sale. 

48. Use a hand crank radio. Also hand cranked meat grinders, 
blenders, salad spinners, and other food processing 
equipment. 

49. Use a long distance calling plan for your phone. 

50. Access the Internet at the library. 

51. Cancel cable TV and use rabbit ears. 

52. Borrow books from the library. 

53. Borrow books from friends 

54. Dub friends’ records, cassettes, CD’s onto blank tapes. 

55. Listen to the radio 

56. Borrow videos from the library. 

57. Go to dollar movies. 

58. Don’t go to movies. Sooner or later, every movie is shown 
on TV. 





Kesisting Arrest? 


By Natasha Laurence 


The following is a description of an arrest made 
in 2003 by members of Edmonton’s Police Service. 
The person arrested was charged with assaulting an 
officer. Ironically, he is also the person who initially 
called the police. A complaint filed with EPS inter- 
nal affairs is still under investigation. 

Cst. X grabbed my right arm and pulled me out 
of the house while Cst. Y hit me with his billy club. 
I held up my hands to defend my self, telling them 
to please wait, let me explain. When they got me 
outside Cst. Y punched me in the right eye so hard I 
almost blacked out. I fell back against the house next 
door on the fence. Then I saw my friend coming 
out of the house. He said “ don’t resist them’’, I 
yelled back that I wasn’t resisting, I was trying to 
explain what happened. Cst. X then grabbed my 
left hand, Cst. Y had the billy club around my throat 
trying to choke me. I remember Cst. X pushing me 
up against the wall and ramming my head so hard 
against the stucco wall that it snapped back. Cst. X 
had a hold of my left hand and he was pushing my 
head up against the wall, he had his hand up against 
the back of my head. After the second blow to the 
head I became very dizzy. Cst. Y squatted down on 
the right side of me and was billy clubbing me on 
my right side and in the vicinity of my groin, while 
Cst. X was handcuffing me. Cst. Y kept hitting me 
and I kept telling them that I’m not resisting, please 
stop. They kept hitting me. Then Cst. Y struck me 
in the stomach and chest area with his billy club, 
while Cst. X held my left hand and cuffed it. They 
hand cuffed my hands and shackled my feet so I 
couldn’t run or move. 

I kept telling them I’m not resisting arrest, please 


don’t hit me anymore, I just want to explain what 
happened. They put the handcuffs on so tight that 
they were digging into my wrists, cutting off the 
circulation, cutting into my skin. I heard other 
police officers arriving and I saw a tazer gun in 
an officer’s hand. One officer said “tazer him, 
tazer him”, and another constable said “let’s pep- 
per spray him”, (I was already handcuffed and 
shackled.) 

I kept saying please stop hurting me, please I 
beg you. I couldn’t believe what was going on, I 
couldn’t believe what was happening to me. This 











Cst. X and another officer then dragged 
me, cuffed and shackled, through the 
backyard and slammed me against the 

rear Side of the cruiser, and then 
slammed my head down against the 
trunk and told me to spread my legs, 
which I did as best as I could with 
shackles on. 











was my worst nightmare. I remember feeling so 
helpless, afraid and grossly mistreated. Cst. X and 
another officer then dragged me, cuffed and 
shackled, through the backyard and slammed me 
against the rear side of the cruiser, and then 
slammed my head down against the trunk and 
told me to spread my legs, which I did as best as 
I could with shackles on. Cst. X lifted me by the 
handcuffs, and raised me off my feet and my head 


Thoughts applicable to The Edmonton Police 
Commission 


“ We made up our minds to be friendly with them, in spite of all the changes they were bringing. 
But we found this difficult because (they) too often promised one thing and then when they acted 


at all, did another. 


They spoke very loudly when they said their laws were made for everybody; but we soon learned 
that although they expected us to keep them, they thought nothing of breaking them themselves. 
They told us not to drink whiskey, yet they made it themselves and traded it to us for furs and robes 
until both were nearly gone. Their Wise Ones said we might have their religion, but when we tried 
to understand it we found tha there were too many kinds of religion amoung (them) for us to 
understand, and that scarcely any two of (them) agreed which was the right one to learn. This 
bothered us a great deal until we saw that (they) did not take their religion any more seriously that 
they did their laws, and that they kept both of them just behind them, like Helpers, to use when 
they might do them good in their dealings with strangers. These were not our ways. We kept the 
laws we made and lived our religion. We have never been able to understand (them), they fool 


nobody but themselves.” 


Aleek-chea-ahoosh Crow Nation, 1848 — 1932 


“Tell General Howard I know his heart. What he told me before I have in my heart. I am tired of 
fighting...I want to have time to look for my children and see how many I can find. Maybe I shall 
find them amoung the dead. I am tired; my heart is sick and sad. From where the sun now stands, 


I will fight no more forever.” 


Chief Joseph Nez Perces, 1877 
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went down against the trunk. I looked to my left. 
Then someone tazered me behind my left ear. There 
was a blue flash of light and the jolt caused me to 
fly over the trunk of the police car and fall onto the 
pavement in the back alley. 

Cst. X jumped on me with his knee to my heart 
area, holding me down with two other officers, one 
lifted my shirt and tazered me several times in the 
navel and groin area, I screamed “Stop you’ re hurt- 
ing me!”. After I couldn’t stand the pain, I turned 
to my right side, they tazered my left kidney area, I 
screamed, “You’re torturing me stop!’ The pain was 
so intense I turned onto my stomach. They tazered 
my back shoulder blade area, I screamed again 
“Stop you’re killing me!” I knew I was getting 
weak and would pass out from the pain. My heart 
was pounding so hard I thought I was going to have 
a heart attack. I turned on my back using whatever 
strength I had left, and I screamed again as loud as 
I could “Stop you’re killing me!” 

I saw another flash of light as they tazered me 
to my left side of my head. I thought I was dying. I 
then I blacked out. The next thing I remember, with 
a whole crowd of policemen standing around me 
my face was crushed into the ground and after be- 
ing kicked and punched again, I lay in the dirt mo- 
tionless, afraid to move even a finger or say any- 
thing. At that moment I feared for my very life. 
One of the officers was standing over me, saying 
something; I only heard a couple of words because 
I was incoherent at the time. Then they picked me 
up by the handcuffs. This caused me excruciating 
pain as they dragged me into the back of the cruiser. 
My right elbow was twisted so hard that it felt like 
it was broken. 

Finally an ambulance came and they opened 
the door of the police car and I was told to get out, 
I couldn’t move because of the pain in my wrists 
and arm, so they grabbed my legs and dragged me 
out where I fell on the pavement and while I was 
screaming, my wrists hurt please loosen the cuffs a 
little. Cst. X said “no”, so I was made to tip toe, 
because of the shackles to the waiting ambulance, 
while several officers joked about me not being so 
tough now. While I was going to the ambulance I 
saw a supervisor there. I said to him “None of this 
was necessary, | just want to explain what hap- 
pened.” 

This officer turned to me and said in a very slow 
and deliberate way “You can lick my ass!” When I 
tried to step into the ambulance I couldn’t, so they 
made me turn my back while someone picked me 
up causing extreme pain in my wrist and elbow. 
The ambulance attendant checked me over and said 
you could go to the Royal Alex Hospital and wait 
at least 6 hours shackled and handcuffed like this 
or go to the police headquarters and deal with this. 
I said I cannot take the pain much longer so I choose 
to go with the police. I couldn’t step into the paddy 
wagon - they pushed me in and I fell on my side on 
the floor with my head, all cut up and bleeding, 
resting on the filthy floor of the paddy wagon. They 
took me to the downtown station. I was put into a 
holding cell and stripped searched. All my jewelry 
and money was taken. 
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Vendor 


Dale Ferris has been a 
vendor with Edmonton 
Street News since Decem- 
ber, 2003. He can be found 
selling papers at 


Westmount, Bonnie Doone, 


and at Save-on Foods on 
Jasper Avenue and 109 
Street. 

Dale said, “I like the 
people. I like to advocate 
the issues of poverty and to 
let people know it’s not 
their fault because they 
have a low income. It’s 
political.” 

Dale at one time owned 
a cab company, but he said 
lost that through bad busi- 
ness decisions. He also 


Dale Ferris 





started a political party, the 
National Party of Confed- 
eration, a Metis govern- 
ment. And back in the 70’s 
he was into dealing drugs. 
He said, “I used to be 


STREET WONDEKWORD 


By Patricia Dawson 


one of the biggest drug 
dealers you ever met. I quit 
because I just couldn’t handle 
it anymore. I didn’t get any 
sleep and I was always being 
followed.” 

Dale is now concerned 
with social justice for the 
poor and doing what he can 
for those who are 
homeless.He even tried to 
start a shelter at 109 Avenue 
and 97th Street, but it didn’t 
work out. Because of the 
pressure to pay the rent, he 
couldn’t be too choosy about 
who he rented to. He got the 
wrong people in, and three of 
the renters turned out to be 
scam artists and drug dealers. 


All the words listed below appear in the puzzle - horizontally, vertically, diagonally, 
backwards. Find them and CIRCLE THEIR LETTERS ONLY. DO NOT CIRCLE 
THE WORD. The leftover letters spell the STREET WONDERWORD. 


A CARRIBEAN CRUISE - Solution: 9 letters 


i CEO 


bar, bask, below, bikinis, blue, butterflies, cabin, 
calypso, music, camera, castoff, dance, deep, drift, drink, disco, festvie, food, 
fan gala, gulf,|honeymoon, iguana, inlet, island, land leave limbo contest, map 
marine, martinit, mast, nap, number, oars, ogler, ocean, pal, read, rear, rings, 
room, sauna, scuba diving, seal, service, shoal, shuffleboard, sightseeing, 

story, sun, suntan lotion, tab, top, unwind, way 


Solution will be printed next issue. 
The first person to call 428-0805 with the correct solution will 
receive a surprise! 








Missing you 


When | was young 

| thought | knew everything, 

Even with no ice water in hell 

For blessed is he is the name 

of charity and good will, 

For he shepherds the weak from the 

valley of darkness 

For he is truly his brother's keeper 

And the finder of lost children. 

Today is the day of reckoning, 

The truths of your tomorrows, 

The work of your hands under your feet. 
You have put my tears in a bottle 

And washed the passion of my heart. 

Day after day and all tomorrows 

You're saying | care for you, not 

Holding on to what we got. 

For if there’s a God, | would meet Him Today 
To take away the tortured grief of pain and 
SOrrOW 

In missing you again today, wherever you might 
be. 

Without me, be well and take care. 

| truly miss you deeply. 


The. Lighthouse 


By Rod Graham 






There is a lighthouse that stands beside 
the sea. 
There is a lighthouse; it's there for you 








and me. 
God gave us a little lighthouse to quide us 





on Our way. 
God gave us a lighthouse; it's there from 
day to day. 
In a life that's tossed and rolled about, 
troubled hour by hour. 










Keep your rudder on it's course as you 
gaze upon the Tower. 

Look to the lighthouse, His light is true 
and sure. 

Look to the lighthouse, He's truly the only 
cure. 

If we look to the lighthouse we'll be 
guided from, day-to-day. . 

But if we look to one another, we'll surely 
lose our way, 

Many ships lay in shambles along the briny 
shore. 

Although they knew about His light, His 
light they did ignore. 

0 little ship! Look to the lighthouse, don't 
pass the Lighthouse by. . 

Because some glad day there'll be a 

brighter sky! 
























Richard Land no tonger lives in Edmonton — 


By Natasha Laurence 


Richard Land no 
longer lives in Edmonton. 
When he comes to town to visit 
he feels constantly paranoid - 
always looking over his shoul- 
der. At this point in his life he 
doesn’t believe he could ever 
live in Edmonton again. 

Twenty months ago an inci- 
dent with the Edmonton Police 
Service changed Land’s life 
forever. It happened on Friday, 
June 28, 2002. The anniversary 
of the Canada Day riot was 
three days away and the police 
presence on Whyte Avenue 
was three times the norm. 
There is little doubt that ten- 
sion was high among the offic- 
ers on the beat, memories of 
the chaos from the summer 
before in the back of their 
minds. 

The previous year’s riot, 
though, was the last thing on 
Land’s mind. The 35-year-old 
electrician was enjoying a 
summer night, relaxing on 
Whyte with his friends: Patrick 
Ratchford, an oil-field worker, 


and Ratchford’s girlfriend: The © 


three were leaving the Avenue 
on their way home when they 
passed two EPS Constables 
interacting with a homeless 
man. What happened next is 
something that none of them 
will ever forget. 

“The (homeless) guy looked 


terrified,” Land says, “So 
Pat’s girlfriend said some- 
thing to the police like ‘why 
don’t you leave him alone?’ 
They told her to mind her 
own business. I said some- 
thing and was walking away. 
That’s when they attacked 
me. I was knocked uncon- 
scious.” 

All Land’s memories of the 
incident from that point on 


Land was sent by ambulance 
to the hospital, Ratchford was 
taken in and his girlfriend was 
left to make her way home. 

Both men suffered multiple 
taser burns, Ratchfords nose 
was broken and Land’s frac- 
tured eye-socket would take 
two surgeries to repair. 

The day after the incident 
both Land and Ratchford filed 
complaints with the Edmon- 








He can’t live in Edmonton anymore - he 
can’t take the feelings. 








are brief flashes. He remem- 
bers his face being ground 
into the pavement. He re- 
members the boots that left 
his left eye permanently dam- 
aged. He remembers scream- 
ing for help. And he remem- 
bers that no help came. 

As Patrick’s girlfriend 
watched, both her male com- 
panions were punched, 
kicked and tasered by EPS 
officers. By the time the as- 
sault was over there were up 
to-17.officers at the-scene: At 
one point, according to civil- 
ian witnesses, two officers 
held Ratchford while a fe- 
male officer broke his nose 
with her elbow. 

Land and Ratchford 
were charged with assaulting 
an officer and resisting arrest. 


ton Police Service. The offic- 
ers who initiated the incident 
were identified as Constable 
Andria Wasylyshen, daughter 
Clie Policcum Chicim bob 
Wasylyshen, and Constable 
Murray Spelay, her partner. 
Ok, here’s where I have 
to interrupt myself. To be hon- 
est, it’s difficult to write an ar- 
ticle about these things with- 
out being interrupted by the 
human reality of it all. 

The thing is I spoke to 
Richard Land on the phone 
last night. It’s been twenty 
months since he was beaten. 
As I mentioned previously, he 
can’t live in Edmonton 
anymore — he can’t take the 
feelings. He told me the 
woman who was with him that 
night isn’t able to talk about 
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the incident. Although she’s 
promised she will testify in 
court for him, other than that 
she just can’t talk about it. 

The problem is she 
watched the whole thing; she 
heard the men screaming; she 
couldn’t do anything to help, 
police officers were holding 
her back. And when both men 
were taken away, one in a po- 
lice vehicle, the other in an 
ambulance, she was left on her 
own. 

I understand from what 
Land tells me that the anony- 
mous woman is still severely 
traumatized. In his description 
of her feelings I can’t help but 
hear disturbing echoes of a 
two-month-old conversation 
with the mother of the teen-age 
friend of Randy Fryingpan. 

On Oct. 5, 2002, her 
sixteen-year-old son was sit- 
ting in the parked car with 
Randy when the police ar- 
rived. He had no choice but to 
watch and listen as his friend 
was being beaten by the police. 
His mother tells me he can’t 
speak to anyone. He will tes- 
tify in court, but he can’t speak 
about it. It still bothers him 
deeply that there was nothing 
he could do to help his friend. 

Being assaulted by the 
police is not like being as- 
saulted by a regular citizen. 
That’s precisely why it needs 


to be taken so seriously. Be- 
ing assaulted by the police is 
the ultimate in powerlessness 
—there is no one you can call 
for help. It also represents a 
serious break down in civil 
society, jeopardizing not only 
law and order, but democracy 
itself. 

There is good reason 
to believe that both the chil- 
dren of Edmonton Police 
Chief Bob Wayslyshen, Con- 
stables Mike and Andria, 
were involved in brutal as- 
saults on unarmed, unresist- 
ing citizens of Edmonton, al- — 
though their innocence must 
be assumed until their guilt is 
proven. 

Unfortunately there is 
also good reason to believe 
that the Wasylyshen children 
and the officers who acted 
with them were supported at 
the time and protected after 
the fact by a substantial 
number of Edmonton Police 
Service employees, sworn 
and civilian, including the 
Chief, as well as the entire 
Edmonton Police Commis- 
sion. 

It’s hard to decide 
which is worse - the initial 
assaults or the layers and lay- 
ers of protection afforded 
those assaults. 





Homeless stranger returns purse 


By Norma Harms 


For Norma it was a miracle when a homeless stranger found her lost purse, replaced the scattered 
contents, and returned it to her. 


Monday morning I was going to the First Assembly Church in Calgary. 
With me I had a red bag, a small bag of groceries and my black purse. I 
placed my purse beside me on the train as I was listening to music and 


talking to a character that just got on the C-train. 


He scared me half to death. He was tipsy, and a Native fellow told me 
his name was the Zombie, and he was going to hitchhike to Regina, 
Saskatchewan to go to court for an attempted murder. I was wondering if I 
should call the police. I was so scared. He was also asking for money, and 
I believe he may have been the one who took my purse off the train. 

But the Native fellow totally took my attention away from everything 
else I was doing. When it was time to get off the C-train, I was in a hurry, 
so I grabbed my red bag and my groceries and forgot my purse. 

I realized the instant I got off that I did not have my purse, but it was 
too late as there was no way to catch up to the train. I got on the Number 
three bus. The driver let me on for free when I told him about my lost purse 
and asked him to relay a message to the C-train driver. He said he couldn’t 
do that, but I could go downtown on Tuesday at 10:00 a.m. to see if my 


purse had been found. 


would phone back later that night. 


I went to the C-train office twice, and there was no purse. I phoned home, 
and my son Len told me someone named Harry had called from the DI, the 
Calgary Drop-In Centre, and that Harry had my entire ID. He said Harry 


I came home and Harry phoned at 7 p.m. He told me to go downtown to the 

DI and pick up my ID and my purse at 8:30 p.m. I was a little afraid to do this, 
as I had never seen the inside of a drop-in befor; however, I survived. At the 
DI, I saw people sleeping on the floor waiting to get a room for the night. I 
went upstairs where I finally met Harry in the laundry room. 

He told me he had found my purse behind a garbage can with all of my ID 
and my wallet spread out on the ground. This complete stranger picked them 
all up and put them back in my purse. He also used some information about 
my son that he found in my purse to find my phone number. 

A complete stranger, Harry, found my purse! I believe this was an answer 
to prayer. Harry said he was interested in God, so I told him I would meet him 
Saturday and take the bus with him to the Dream Centre where he could have 
a free supper and listen to God’s word. 
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The Healing Touch- fiction by Natasha Laurence os = 


Last month: 


Cedric, an inner-city worker, is visited in his office by a strange woman. Apparently a massage 
therapist, she has been sent to him by a reoccuring dream involving quotes from the Bible. Her 
intention, to heal the poor, is not being well-received by the dumbfounded Cedric. As we left them, 


last month, the woman was massaging Cedric s hand... 


Cedric sat down again, his face a battlefield of 
emotions. Anger rose, was temporarily defeated 
by joy, recovered itself for an instant, only to be 
overcome by an assault of total perplexity. 

The woman continued her work. 

“Just relax. I have a feeling. There’s definitely 
something here.” She closed her eyes, massaging 
Cedric’s hand from the wrist to the fingertips and 
back. 

“Very puzzling,” she murmured, intensifying 
her efforts in the vicinity of Cedric’s thumb. “I 
don’t think I’ve seen that before...” 

Cedric shuddered suddenly, a small convulsion 
rippling through his body like a wave of light. He 
grabbed his hand away from her probing fingers, 
simultaneously emitting an explosive grunt. 

“Enough! ENOUGH!” He stood up and 
walked rapidly to the door. Opening it he stepped 
outside, looking back at the woman. 

“It’s been a pleasure to meet you, I’m sure. I 
suggest you speak to the Manager of Community 
Services as soon as you’re able to make an 
appointment, and, as I said, good luck with that.” 

“But...but...but...[ need you to help me....the 
dream....remember.....’ 

“I’m very sorry, but I’m not able to assist you. 
It’s completely outside my jurisdiction.” 

“Well...well...[....1 .... I don’t know what to 
say.” The woman’s face folded almost completely 


in on itself. She looked about to cry. “I don’t know 


what to do...” 

Cedric assumed an air of calm command. 

“All you really need to do, as I said, is talk to 
the Manager of Community Services. I can help 
you set up an appointment if you want.” 

“No! No! NO!” the woman shook her head 
vigorously. “It has to be you! Don’t you see? The 
dream...the poor...you...my healing....? It has to be 


you. I simply can’t leave here until you help me!” 


Cedric’s face hardened. 

“I’ve told you I can’t help you. I understand 
that your dream is very important to you, but I am 
not the person you should be talking to!” 

The woman stared at him, her mouth slightly 
open, as if she couldn’t comprehend what was 
happening. She glanced helplessly at the pictures 
on the bulletin board, searching for courage in the 
quiet rows of eyes. She was certain, in the way a 
snow goose is certain it must fly south in the fall, 
that she should not leave this room until he 
understood. 

Cedric glared at her, his eyes flashing. 
Realising her increasingly precarious position, the 
woman’s eyes narrowed. With an air of sudden 
decision, she set her pudding jaw firmly in place, 
wrapped her feet securely around the legs of the 
chair and glared back. 

“I’m not leaving until you help me.” Letting 
her sign slide to the floor she grasped the arms of 


the chair. She and the chair were now one, an 
immovable object. 

Cedric took a deep breath. 

“Listen, I’m sorry. I understand your dream 
is important to you. Maybe I could get you an 
appointment with our Mental Health worker to 
talk about it. What do you say?” He smiled 
encouragingly at the woman, who only 
tightened her grip, a look of despair passing 
over her face. 

“You think I’m crazy.” 

“T don’t think you’re crazy,” he said in his 
most reassuring voice. “You may have a 
chemical imbalance of some sort, that doesn’t 
mean you’re crazy.” He looked very 
sympathetic. “Have you ever been on any type 
of medication? Are you taking your medication 
now?” 

The woman let out a huff of exasperation, 
rolling her eyes. 

“J have NOT been on medication at any time 
in my life!” she said firmly, “I am not crazy! I 
simply want to HEAL THE POOR! Is that so 
hard to understand? AND YOU ARE 
SUPPOSED TO HELP ME!” 

The woman struggled with her voice which 
kept rising like a flood to fill the room. Taking a 
deep breath, she silently repeated a series of 
peaceful quotes she had memorised for just such 
occasions. 

When she had regained control she said 
calmly: 

“I’m very sorry. That was uncalled for. It’s 
just that I don’t feel you are really hearing me 
and it’s very frustrating.” 

Cedric ran his hand across his forehead, 
sighing deeply. This was not going well. 

“Listen, I appreciate you sharing your dream 
with me. I really do. It’s a powerful dream, very 
powerful. I’m sure I will think about it for a 
long time to come. I mean, that part about the 
cry of the poor and whomsoever you do...at 
least.... Wow! Wow! But this is an agency, an 
organization. Do you understand? That means 
policy, procedure, structure. It’s important that 
you operate within that structure.” 

He smiled a very encouraging smile. 

“Shall I set up an appointment for you with 
the Manager of Community Services or the 
Mental Health Worker?’ 

The woman shook her head and let out 
another exasperated breath. 

“T will not move from this chair until YOU 
help me!” 

“You’re leaving me no option. Do you 
understand that? I need to ask you to leave my 
office.” 

“NO! ?M NOT LEAVING!” 

The woman spoke much louder than she had 
intended. Up and down the hall, office doors 
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opened, heads peering out to see what the noise 
was about. 

“| have asked you to leave.” Cedric said very 
clearly, annunciating his words so there was no 
mistaking the fact that he had a situation on his 
hands. “I must insist you do that. Now.” 

From her seat inside the room the woman was 
unaware of the many ears listening. She appealed 
to Cedric again: 

“I CAN’T LEAVE! DON’T YOU 
UNDERSTAND? GOD SENT ME!” 

The tense silence that followed her words was 
broken by a voice on the intercom: 

“All available staff to Cedric’s office! All 
available staff to Cedric’s office!” 

She turned toward the disembodied voice. All 
available staff? What did that mean? Then she 
heard it: doors opening and closing, a sudden 
rush of footsteps, and in a matter of seconds, the 
hall where Cedric stood filled with people. They 
gathered around him like a poorly trained army, 
jostling with each other and staring in at her. 

“T have asked you to leave.” Cedric said 
again. “Please do so now.” ' 

“T can’t leave.” 

“If you don’t I’ll have to call-the police.’ 

“The police.” The woman seemed mystified 
by his behaviour, his words and the sudden turn 
of events. “Would you really call the police?” - 

She felt a brief, but overwhelming longing for ~ 
her tiny apartment; she wished for her cat curled 
up on her lap, purring its contentment and peace; 
it all felt so far away - her normal life and her 
dream, it seemed, was turning into a nightmare. 

“I definitely will call the police if I have to. 
It’s your choice really.” Cedric and the crowd 
behind him stood very still, waiting. 

Her mind raced quickly ahead: she didn’t 
leave, he called the police, the police came, she 
still wouldn’t leave....then what? She saw herself 
being thrown to the ground by two burly officers, 
handcuffed while the crowd at the door watched. 
She saw herself being lifted, limp and awkward 
and dragged down the hall... 

There was no way around it. She released her 
grip on the chair, unwrapped her legs and stood 
up, adjusting her clothing and picking up her 
sign. With one last apologetic glance at the rows 
of photos on the wall, she walked out of Cedric’s 
office, through the crowd, which parted to let her 
by. With as much dignity as she could manage, 
she smiled at each person she passed. 

“Have a nice day!” she said to everyone 
continuing through the reception area down the 
stairs to the front door. Opening it she turned 
back and waved with what she hoped was a 
caring, grateful smile on her face. 

“Bye, bye, then! Thank you for everything!” 
Nobody waved back. 


To be continued... 





